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he was one of the Pope's firemen, a corps first organised by
Pius VII.

I saw a pathetic little comedy in the seats opposite, which
were reserved for the cardinals. Two simple young village
priests had somehow found their way, almost hand in hand,
into this exalted part of the church. They grasped broad-
brimmed black hats and their soutanes were made of black
alpaca, or something that looked like it. They could hardly
believe their good fortune to find themselves so near the
throne of the Holy Father, and smiles of delight passed over
their faces as deliberately, and with the casualness of complete
innocence, they walked up the apse and carefully selected
two of the best seats reserved for the Sacred College. At
nearly every great ceremony which I have attended, something
like this has happened. It is always the innocent who stray
boldly into the seats of the mighty; but unfortunately they
do not stay there very long.

It never for one moment dawned on these young men that
they had done anything audacious. Their simple country
faces glowed with pleasure as they sat there, and not one of
the chamberlains noticed them as he passed to and fro
with a wand, escorting the mighty to their places. A stately
figure in red and ermine slowly walked over. One of the
Cardinals had arrived. The expression on the faces of the
young priests, as this Prince of the Church appeared, has been
repeated many a time in pantomimes when a character
becomes slowly aware of the ogre. They looked up, at first
pleasantly, then doubtfully, and at last in panic. His
Eminence leaned forward and, I am sure, broke it to them with
kindness; for a pale smile answered him and, grasping their
broad hats, they fled. I looked for them everywhere, but
never saw them again. I like to think that someday one of
them may have the right to sit there, even perhaps in the chair
of St. Peter; for such things are not impossible.

Suddenly a silence spread over the church. The next
instant the whole building sprang into light. A sigh of astonish-
ment passed in a long wave of sound through the building.
The vast dome was now a colossal bowl of gold round which
one could see the letters, glittering in fire: Te es Petrus, et
super hone petram adtficabo ecclesiam mam. . . ." From the